232         LORD OBMONT AND HIS AMINTA.

"Any service required ?"

" My respects to your wife."

" Your lordship is very good."

Captain May bloomed at a civility paid to his wife.
He was a smallish, springy, firm-faced man, devotee of
the lady bearing his name and wielding him. In the
days when duelling flourished on our land, frai] women
could be powerful.

The earl turned from him to greet Lord Adderwood
and a superior officer of his Profession, on whom he
dropped a frigid nod. He held that all but the rank
and file, and a few subalterns, of the service had
abandoned him to do homage^ to the authorities. The
Club he frequented was not his military Club. Indeed,
lunching at any Club in solitariness that day, with Aminta
away from home, was bitter penance. He was rejoiced by
Lord Adderwood's invitation, and hung to him after the.
lunch; for a horrible prospect of a bachelor dinner inti-
mated astonishingly that he must have become unawares
a domesticated man.

The solitary later meal of a bachelor was consumed,
if the word will suit a rabbit's form of feeding. He
fatigued his body by walking the streets and the bridge
of the Houses of Parliament, and he had some sleep
under a roof where a life like death, or death apeing life,
would have seemed to him the Joshua Abnett, if he had
been one to take up images.

Next day he was under the obligation to wait at home
till noon. Shortly before noon a noise of wheels drew
him to the window. A young lady, in whom he racog-
nized Aminta's little school friend, of some name, stepped
out of a fly. He met her in the hall.

She had expected to be welcomed by Aminta, and she
was very timid on finding herself alone with the earl.
He, however, treated her as the harbinger bird, wryneck
of the nightingale, sure that Aminta would keep her
appointment unless an accident delayed. He had for-
gotten her name, but not her favourite pursuit of botany;
and upon that he discoursed, and he was interested, not
quite independently of the sentiment of her being there